Gustave Flaubert Letters

I send you back the page from the letter of your friend
Barbes, whose real biography I know very imperfectly. All I
know of him is that he is honest and heroic. Give him a hand-
shake for me, to thank him for his sympathy. Is he, between
ourselves, as intelligent as he is good?

I feel the importance now, of getting men of that class to
be rather frank with me. For I am going to start studying
the Revolution of '48. You have promised me to hunt in your
library at Nohant for (1) an article of yours on faience; (2)
a novel by father X------, a Jesuit, on the Holy Virgin.

But what sternness for the father Beuve who is neither Jesuit
nor virgin! He regrets, you say, "what is the least regrettable,
understood as he understood it." Why so? Everything de-
pends upon the Intensity that one puts on the thing.

Men always find that the most serious thing of their existence
is enjoyment.

Woman for us all is the highest point of the infinite. That
is not noble, but that is the real depth of the male. They ex-
aggerate that unmercifully, God be thanked, for literature and
for individual happiness also.

Oh! I have missed you so much. The tides are superb, the
wind groans, the river foams and overflows. It blows from the
ocean, which benefits one.

XLVIII,    To GXJSTAVE FLAUBEET, AT PAEIS

Nohant, 8 February, 1867

No, I am not Catholic, but I reject monstrosities. I say that
the hideous old man who buys young girls does not make love
and that there is in it neither death nor birth, nor infinity, nor
male nor female. It is a thing against nature; for it is not
desire that drives the young girl into the arms of the ugly old
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